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  About the author


Howard Kane writes the stories most people are afraid to tell. 
As a former Fortune 500 executive, he knows what it feels like to appear successful on the outside while quietly unraveling on the inside. For years, he hid his drinking behind late nights, busy calendars, and a polished smile. When he finally faced the truth about his addiction, he discovered that recovery wasn’t just possible; it was life-changing.
Howard channels that experience into memoir-style novels that explore addiction, family trauma, money, and power. His five-book saga, The Daughter of a Drunk, follows Olivia Parker from a terrified little girl in a small Ohio town, vowing she’ll never be like her father, to a woman fighting billionaires, corrupt institutions, and her own worst impulses. Beginning with Never Like My Father and Exactly Like My Father, the series blends coming-of-age drama, generational alcoholism, and high-stakes whistleblower suspense into one continuous, bingeable story.
He also writes standalone novels rooted in alcohol dependence and recovery, including The Double Life of a High-Functioning Alcoholic, which pulls back the curtain on the addiction that hides behind ambition and success, and From Wine Mom to Sober Mom, which shines a light on the unique struggles mothers face when drinking threatens everything they love.
Through raw honesty and lived experience, Howard’s books show that surviving a drunk parent or being the drunk parent is only the beginning. The real story is what you do with the wreckage. Readers describe his work as “impossible to put down” because the characters feel uncomfortably real, and their choices never come cheap.
If you’ve ever questioned your relationship with drinking, grown up in the shadow of someone else’s, or wondered how far you’d go to protect the people you love, Howard Kane’s stories are for you.
Website: https://authorhowardkane.com/
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  Chapter one
The Promise that I Broke


“Leo’s dead.” 
The words slammed into me at 8:17 in the morning, right there in the corner booth at Grinders Cafe. The air was thick with roasted coffee beans and sticky-sweet cinnamon rolls. A highlighter slipped in my damp hand as I stared at the page of my economics book. Somewhere close, a laptop keyboard clicked in a steady rhythm, as if finals week was all that mattered.
Normal sounds. Normal smells. Then Mom’s voice cut straight through it all.
“What do you mean, dead?”
My own voice didn’t sound right. It was flat, cracked, like it belonged to somebody else. The highlighter slid from my fingers and tapped against the scarred table. That tiny sound felt too loud for a world that had just broken.
“They killed him!” Mom’s words came jagged, torn apart. “Behind the warehouse. Oh God, there’s so much blood.”
The line hissed with static. My chest pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat, behind my eyes, flooding my ears until it swallowed the hiss of the espresso machine.
Then Uncle Mike’s voice came through, low and worn: “Olivia. You need to come home. Now.”
Silence.
I stared at my phone. At Chapter Twelve with its yellow streak bleeding across the page like a wound. The letters blurred, slid into each other, turned useless.
This isn’t real.
The cafe’s air pressed heavy, thick as wet wool. The cinnamon smell turned sour in my stomach. My skin went clammy, like the heat had drained from the room.
At the next table, a girl laughed at her screen. The sound scratched across my nerves like nails on glass. How could anyone laugh when the world had just split apart?
I gripped the table edge so hard my fingers burned. The wood was rough, sharp under my skin, the only solid thing holding me to Earth.
Leo can’t be dead. Dead was for old men, for people with gray hair and hospital gowns. Not for my nineteen-year-old brother.
It felt like steel bands were tightening around my ribs with every breath.
“You okay?” The laughing girl was looking at me now, her words distant, muffled, as if she spoke from underwater.
“Fine,” I rasped. “Just family stuff.”
Family stuff. Careful, useless words for the end of the world.
I pushed up too fast. My chair screeched against the tile. My hands shook as I scooped up my books, clumsy, desperate to pretend I could still move like everything was normal.
The walk back to my dorm stretched on forever. Each step dragged, heavy, like wading through sand. A car horn blasted when I stepped into the crosswalk without looking, and the jolt sent my textbook slipping from my arms.
On my narrow dorm bed, the springs groaned under me. My phone buzzed again, angry against my palm. Unknown number. Millfield area code.
This has to be the call. Someone to explain the mistake. A doctor saying Leo made it to the hospital. A cop saying unconscious but breathing. Something. Anything.
Two missed calls. A voicemail waiting. I couldn’t hit play. Not yet. Because once I listened, it would mean no mistake at all.

    
  The drive from Columbus to Millfield was ninety-seven minutes. Each one felt endless.
Mile after mile, I strangled the steering wheel until my knuckles turned white. The radio spit out some bouncy pop song that felt like an insult in the silence of my new life.
The GPS voice pulled me down streets I knew too well. Past the high school where Leo had dropped out. Past Morrison’s Grocery, where I bagged groceries to help keep the lights on. Past Maple Street, where the curtains still sagged in our old windows and Mom lived alone.
The police station looked the same as when Dad got booked for DUIs. Brick, narrow windows, the smell of disinfectant stretched too thin to hide what lingered beneath.
But walking inside ripped away the last of my denial.
A TV mounted in the corner played the local news on mute. Something about Carrington Media acquiring another newspaper. The ticker read: “Media Empire Expands Midwest Presence.”
Mom sat crumpled in a chair, Uncle Mike’s arm around her like it might hold her together. She looked up when I came in, and I saw something in her eyes that made my stomach cave. Not sadness. Not anger. Just… gone. Like the last thread holding her to hope had finally snapped.
“Olivia.” She said my name like it was a prayer God never bothered to hear. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry you have to see this.”
Sorry I had to see it. As if Leo’s death wasn’t mine to carry too. As if it wasn’t my fault for choosing grades over family.
Detective Doyle was younger than I expected, early thirties maybe, with a heavy face that said he’d seen this before. He led me into a small interview room that reeked of stale coffee and failure.
“I’m sorry for your loss,” he said, sitting across from me. “I know this is hard, but I need to ask about your brother’s recent activities.”
“What happened?” My voice snapped, sharper than I meant. “My mom said he was shot, but I don’t—”
“Leo was found this morning behind the warehouse on Fifth Street. Single gunshot wound to the head. Execution-style. We believe it was connected to a drug debt.”
Execution-style. The words cracked across me like a whip. Someone put a gun to my baby brother’s head. Someone pulled the trigger.
“How much?” My voice shook.
He frowned. “How much what?”
“How much did he owe them?”
Detective Doyle flipped through his notes, his pen tapping softly. “From what we can gather, about eight thousand dollars. Started small. With interest and penalties, it grew fast.”
Doyle’s pen tapped against his notepad. “These aren’t your typical street dealers. The operation we’re looking at… it’s more sophisticated than we first thought.”
Eight thousand dollars. The exact number glowing in my checking account. My summer internship money. The money I’d been guarding for Chicago. Deposits, interview suits, the first steps of a life I thought was solid.
“When did you last speak with your brother?” he asked. Something cold slid down my spine.
The truth was a knot I couldn’t untangle for this stranger. How could I explain that Leo had reached out and I’d pushed him to voicemail because thesis deadlines and job interviews mattered more?
“A few weeks ago,” I said, my voice careful, small. “He was having some troubles. I told him I’d help with treatment but not with anything else.”
“How did he respond to that?”
I closed my eyes. Saw Leo’s face the last time we’d been in the same room. Saw the flicker of fear when he realized I’d chosen my perfect life over him.
“He wasn’t happy,” I admitted.
“Did he try to contact you after that?”
My throat tightened. “He called a few times. I was busy with finals and thesis work, so I didn’t always answer.”
Detective Doyle scribbled something down.
The rest of the interview blurred. When Doyle finally led me back to the waiting area, Mom and Uncle Mike were still there, frozen in the same chairs, bent under a weight too heavy for anybody.
“Olivia.” Mom’s fingers found mine, cold and trembling. “I need to ask you something, and I need you to be honest.”
I braced myself.
“Did you know how bad it was? Did you know he was in real danger?”
The truth was more tangled than she could bear. Leo had told me he was in trouble, but I’d thought it was another storm tough love could weather. I’d thought not enabling him was the right thing.
“He told me he owed money to dangerous people,” I said softly. “But I thought helping him pay would just feed the habit.”
Mom’s face folded in on itself. “Eight thousand dollars,” she whispered. “He died over eight thousand dollars, and you had that money.”
It wasn’t a question. It was a verdict that hung between us.

    
  The drive back to Columbus felt like I was inside someone else’s life.
I kept my hands at ten and two. Eyes forward. Slow, steady breaths. All the moves of a person who was fine. A person who had it together. A person who did not just hear that her brother was murdered while she was coloring over economics formulas.
The highway stretched out in front of me. Gray road into gray sky. Everything looked like ash.
My phone sat in the cup holder. Quiet now. But I could still hear Mom. They killed him. Behind the warehouse. Oh God, there is so much blood.
I turned up the radio. A pop song about summer and beaches and being in love. A song for people whose brothers were still alive.
Back in my dorm, my desk was still covered with the morning’s life: thesis outline, McKinsey paperwork, the bones of my careful future. All of it meaningless now.
Sometime after midnight, my thoughts drifted to another promise. One made years ago, kneeling by Dad’s hospital bed while machines beeped down his last hours. His hand had been weak but insistent, gripping mine.
“Promise me,” he’d whispered. “Promise me you’ll take care of Mom and Leo.”
And I’d promised. I’d looked him in the eyes and promised I’d be the one who stayed, who didn’t abandon the people who needed me.
But when Leo needed me most, when his life was balanced on a knife’s edge, I chose my resume over his survival.
Eight thousand dollars. Less than my McKinsey signing bonus. Less than I’d spent on textbooks over four years.
My brother had died for what would soon be pocket change in my new life.
I finally drifted into sleep around three a.m. In my dream, Leo was seven again, building pillow forts in the living room while Dad raged in the kitchen. He looked at me with total trust and said, “You’ll always protect me, right Livvy? No matter what?”
And dream-me said yes, the way real-me had said yes a dozen times growing up.
But when I woke up, Leo was still dead. And I was still the sister who’d broken the most sacred promise she’d ever made.
I needed to understand how I got here. How the sister who spent eighteen years protecting Leo became the sister who did not save him.
So I went back. Three months. To January, when everything still felt perfect.






  
  Chapter two
The Calls I Ignored


Three months ago, January in Columbus hit like a slap. 
I woke at 5:17 a.m. Same time as always for four years. My heart raced before my eyes opened. Sheets damp with fear sweat I made in my sleep.
The nightmares were worse. Dad throwing plates at the wall. Leo pressed against the back of my legs. The smell of whiskey and broken glass. The drowning feeling.
My therapist called it trauma. Old leftovers. Not a sign of my future.
I got out of bed. My jaw ached from grinding all night. My back hurt from sleeping straight as a board.
Outside, the cold burned my nose and watered my eyes. I barely felt it. My heart pounded so hard it drowned out everything else.
McKinsey was sending interview decisions that day.
I checked my phone every thirty seconds. My thumb hurt from swiping. My stomach rolled every time I pictured my inbox.
The lecture hall smelled like old coffee and floor wax. I slipped inside and found a corner. My fingers shook while I unlocked my phone.
One new email.
McKinsey & Company: Interview Decision.
My vision went fuzzy. I blinked until the words came back.
Congratulations, Ms. Parker. We are pleased to invite you to our final round of interviews at our Chicago office…
The sound that left my mouth was part sob and part scream.
Two students by the vending machine stared. One looked scared, like I might fall apart.
I was not falling apart.
I was breaking through.
McKinsey wanted me. The top firm wanted Olivia Parker from nowhere, Ohio. The girl whose dad drowned himself in whiskey. The girl whose brother shot poison into his veins.
They wanted me.
My legs turned to water. I leaned into the cold concrete wall. It felt solid against my back.
This was proof. Real proof. The promise I made on that bathroom floor at six years old had done something.
I had been running from Dad’s ghost for eighteen years.
Now I had evidence. I had outrun him.

    
  The next three weeks were brutal.
I studied until my eyes burned and my back ached from the chair that never fit my body. Third floor of the library. Northeast corner. Table against the wall so I could see every entrance.
The carpet up there was an ugly brown, made to hide stains. It smelled like old paper and industrial cleaner.
I had taken that seat for four years. Back to the wall. Eyes on the exits.
My therapist said I studied like a soldier waiting for an attack.
She was right. She did not understand. When your dad throws dinner plates and your brother goes missing for days, you learn to watch doors. You learn to listen for the smallest sound.
That watching kept me alive.
On the morning of my Chicago interview, I woke at 4 a.m. and threw up from nerves.
The train ride felt endless. I pressed my forehead to the window and watched Ohio fields slide by. My stomach churned. The coffee I bought tasted awful, but I drank it anyway.
McKinsey’s offices filled four floors of a glass tower downtown.
Marble floors that echoed underfoot. Abstract art that cost more than Dad’s house. The air smelled like expensive cologne and fresh flowers.
I arrived thirty minutes early. I watched the people who worked there.
Men in perfect suits. Women in fitted dresses, heels clicking across the marble. Leather briefcases that looked handmade.
These were going to be my people. Smart. Steady. Fixers. The kind who solved problems instead of making them.
The kind who never had to choose between their future and their family’s survival.
The interview took three hours.
Case studies about market expansion. About operations. My throat went dry from talking, but I kept going. I walked through my logic, step by step.
My palms were sweaty as I did math on the whiteboard.
Every answer landed.
Almost.
Halfway through the second case, my mind froze. It was like running into a wall.
The senior manager, Jennifer Walsh, watched me. She waited. Her expression was kind, then a little worried.
Numbers swam on the board. My heart slammed against my ribs.
You are going to fail. Just like Dad said. Just like everyone back home knows.
The voice in my head sounded like Dad after too many drinks.
My hand shook. The marker slipped in my sweaty grip. A thin stream of sweat ran down my spine.
“Take your time,” Jennifer said.
But time was the trap. Every second I stood silent was proof I did not belong. Proof that Olivia Parker from Millfield could not keep up with kids from Yale, Harvard, and Stanford.
I closed my eyes. I breathed. I pushed the panic down as far as it would go.
I started over from the beginning. Slower this time. Each step was deliberate.
The answer came.
“Excellent recovery,” Jennifer said when I finally finished. “That’s exactly the kind of composure we look for.”
I nodded, but my hands still shook as we moved on to the next case.
Three days later, the offer letter arrived.
I was in my corner of the library, the same spot I always claimed. Someone nearby typed on their laptop, that steady click like rain on a roof.
Subject line: “Offer Letter: Confidential.” From Jennifer Walsh.
My hands trembled as I opened it.
Starting salary: $150,000. Signing bonus: $25,000.
I read it three times before it sank in.
My heart pounded in my ears, in my throat, behind my eyes.
This was real.
I had escaped. For real this time. The pull of the Parker family mess couldn’t drag me back. Not anymore.

    
  The celebration dinner happened three weeks later.
Professor Williams chose a fancy place downtown. Cloth napkins felt soft against my fingers. Wine lists were printed on heavy paper that rustled like money.
The whole place smelled like garlic, warm bread, and something expensive I couldn’t name.
We sat by the window. City lights shimmered in the glass like stars floating on black water.
“To Olivia.” Professor Williams raised his glass, deep red wine catching the light. “Who proved that exceptional students do, in fact, find exceptional opportunities.”
I lifted my water glass. Always water. Never alcohol.
That bathroom floor promise was the only one I’d kept.
Five other seniors crowded the table, all bound for consulting, finance, and law. For two hours, we swapped stories about apartments in Chicago, bonuses, and office gossip about firms that already felt like ours.
This was the life I’d built. Controlled. Safe. Surrounded by people who solved problems instead of creating them.
My phone buzzed as dessert landed on the table: a chocolate mountain so rich it tasted like eating straight frosting.
The screen lit up: Leo.
My stomach twisted. That familiar punch, family chaos showing up to interrupt my carefully staged success.
But this was my night. My proof. My victory.
Whatever Leo needed could wait an hour.
I sent the call to voicemail, slid my phone face-down on the table, and turned back to the laughter and the talk of city apartments.
The irony would take months to gut me. While I chewed on expensive chocolate and toasted to my escape, my brother was making a desperate call to the only person who might have saved him.

    
  The next morning, I walked back from Economics of Labor Markets, still high on the glow of everything falling into place.
The Chicago interview had been nearly flawless. The one moment of panic? Erased by recovery. The offer was signed. My life laid out like a golden road.
Graduation. Chicago. Six figures. Everything I’d been clawing toward since I was six.
My phone buzzed.
Text from Leo: Can I come visit this weekend? Really need to talk to you.
I was crossing the quad. Students were throwing Frisbees, sprawled on blankets, laughing even though it was still February in Ohio.
I typed back: Super busy with thesis stuff. Maybe in a few weeks?
What I didn’t write: I was too busy being the golden girl to deal with another family storm.
What I didn’t know: Leo hadn’t slept in three days. He was hiding in Mom’s basement, flinching every time a car slowed outside.
I slid my phone back into my pocket. Study group for Corporate Finance, then thesis, then the honors society meeting.
My days stacked in neat fifteen-minute blocks, each one building the perfect résumé that would carry me away from all of this.

    
  Three days later, someone pounded on my dorm room door.
Not knocking. Pounding. The sound of someone using their whole fist.
Sarah was at her boyfriend’s, so it was just me and my thesis.
I opened the door.
Leo stood there.
He looked awful. Worse than awful. His face was hollow, eyes sunken deep. His clothes sagged on him, as if his body had melted inside them.
But his hands scared me most. Shaking so hard, he stuffed them into his jacket pockets to keep them still.
“Livvy.” His voice cracked. “Thank God you’re here.”
“Leo? What are you… I told you I was busy—”
“I need to come in. Please. I can’t be out here.”
He pushed past me before I could answer.
The smell hit me first. Three days of no shower. Cigarettes. That sharp, chemical tang I remembered from Dad’s worst binges.
My perfect dorm room felt tainted. My tidy stacks of research. My clean sheets. My thesis printout with crisp margins. All of it invaded.
“Leo, you can’t just show up like this—”
“I did call. I texted. You said you were too busy.” His eyes flicked to the window, then the door, then back to me. Wild, cornered. “Livvy, I’m in real trouble this time. Life-threatening trouble.”
Life-threatening.
The phrase Dad had used too, every time he wanted money. Every emergency was life-threatening until the cash came through. Then it was just another Monday.
“What kind of trouble?” I asked, already working out how to get him out before Sarah returned.
“Cocaine,” he said, his body trembling in rhythm with his voice. “I owe these guys… a lot of money.”
He dropped into my desk chair. The one I’d bought with summer internship money.
“How much?”
“Started at two grand. But there’s interest. Daily interest. Penalties. It’s up to eight now.”
Eight thousand.
I had
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